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NIJINSKY...AFTERWARDS ' Janet Cheney 


' He stands f ; , . . ■ 

so achingly. alone- . • • 

* among the friends who love him 

that were.the-earth to leav 6 its orbit 

and with cataclysmic thunder?. ...•■•• 

hurl i.tsel^f 

‘ in disintegrating pieces, . c.Jili. 

3ha1;,be;re:d::hndr I'bbt; 

into the cosmos; '• 'v . . . ruic- ^ 

; and; sttoy-ld .he?-f-ind'himself' - 

bn'some rent piece 
that slackened 

its mighty leap through space — 
the miracle beauty of that- whirling movement - 
" and shuddered still 

out there in chaos, ... -r 

he, Ni jlnsky, — *•' 

would not know it; - 

. .nor hould he be - ' ’ 

more stj.lled In buter darkness,’ .—5 y 

. more riven .from all he knew 
and,, lorn from'all he gave,'' . .,,.* 1 -.I- 
more stark alone- 
than he. 


ELIZABETHAN LOVER 


When the kingcup gilds the water mea.d-;o .r-a 
And/the primrose lights the wakening copse. 
I’ll venture forth to greet my,. Lover 
Although her shining dhesdiice stops 

The v,ery life-stream of my heart — .^ 

This lady I must see 
Or, meeting once,. I m.ust- depart 
T'? v.'If l' disfavored be,.' . J" 

I'll bind a crown of’golden cups 
And jewel the delicate primrose in 
And my Love shall find her chaplet hung 

On a hawthorne bush where the spiders spin. 
And doth she then take up her wreath 
And place it on her hair, 

I'll bravely come to whisper, so. 

What I so greatly darei 
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WHAT THEN? 


^ It;' Is-not' "that akttersj - nor-,agebut ' splri t. 
G arele3^’ ali"i ol* ;and old/. ■''thb' spirl_t - * 'i s" li f 6 ; • whllb 
'tltfe;;'“l 3 ‘;merp limehslon^'\withi‘p^|^^ 689 :tneaburp'-,;agfe 1 s bu’t a 
iiibni'oi’y’,’fan pxtenlioh ^ out or~'the pastWhtlb the spiri't^is 
strong;;' •" ' thehV'“f'ipd' betohs It" f aclesv^'-’be 'neither eai^ly; nor 
i;atd, ■ bt^t tiffleiessIn- this day and hour, ahdv.cling"tightly 
to'youth 'own dbat 'and ceade troubling about-another‘;s,^■■-f•or 
his will never cover you nor lend a patch to your back, ■■'•It 
is the spirit that is animate and thoughtful; it is the 
spirit _that is present ahd wise, that wanders far over the 
waters'and'returns like‘the dove to the ark. How should the 
spirit be hdary, 'though 'all'else is hoary; how, like a wide 
Spreadihg-bak,-shbuld'it gather the years and the moss? Not 
if-winged and unfettered, but if‘rooted and bound," Cut your 
mooringa, thenV-probe "‘your heaht'with question'and be free; 
ye‘t, where hb'‘pioneer can blaze ;the -’path- nor'f'a.ct .emerge 
from speculationj--fno-thing of life‘-'is- to be-'''loet - in futile 
search, "seeing that' this- valley, 'While-^ fauity/ is -green in 
■truth and'‘that Yin a-littie,"' Wherever we are,--‘we^ -arejbut a 
dark'portip'^h--"of the'-' *q;u[i'et earth. Or should'-we wa-ste our 
forty'years wandering-in the‘'Wilderness'to leave ^ur bones 
before'''the’gateway' tO'-'s'ome promised land that-we 'are' ne-ver 
to look'''u-^on?io ■' Sat'•better ' underfoot is- thfe h'a-rd rook -of 
actuali ty than' all the’/soft promises that ev'er-werd'tadei,' 

;i;- .' ... . , •, ’■ /■ . ■.-•Y:^ - 

’. "'1 f-'" - Where th'e'-'pa-ths of the forp-st are found a-maze andi 
the" •3lgne-y'h'aye;-;a;ll* been tanipe'red_wi):th,- the' -ibst -tiaveiei* ip; 
heard cV-ying''fb'r--"a %uldeV There will "be- tiioa-b who Wi'lx'co'ie 
to .him , and will show him maps and charts of their o'wn de¬ 
vising,--^s 6' complete' in detail that even the m-b-ot' sk6pt.iGal 
wili- be--b'on-vinced.'v- -They will say to him as witha-uthori-ty>' 
"Follow-mey " "" but themselves are seen bringing up' tbe-reat 
and are. neVer -In-the lead; they will even sh-bW 'forthr a good 
semblance of* Vi-ng3-, - but - their taproots go -down-'f ah into- the 
granite and- thfe' gri'eiss-,-' These"are the puppets of ■thb* hidden 
kings, speaking not for the right but the selfrlghteous, 
not for headway but for retrogression, not for growth but 
decay. They hold the scepter, the throne and the crown and 
are clothed in deep purple, but the power is far from their 
hands. If he follows where they go. it will autely not 
be long before he is brought to some morass. 

Be not deceived, then, by these hawkers of the ab¬ 
solute and the infallible. There is but one map maker whose 
claims are not to be disputed and he has written "unknown 
across everything but the merest fringe. Wide and utterly 
boundless, beyond and. ye-f..'beyond, reach these undisclosed 
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regions and these undli^CoVered scenes, while the bairiers 
of our perplexities are great as mountains and our under¬ 
standing is but a dim trail into the mist* " 

We move a little, we climb a little, and a strange 
chasm opens .tA:;bg biridged; we cross , the abyss, we gain the 
newer fields,- j and already, due to novel approach," the older 
way is useless and. the whole road- up which . we^have, come 
must be rebuilt; i How many an able expedition, ■ due to the 
unforeseen,: has reached instead a point of greater.import 
than that'far-removed,objective for;which it started, "How 
many a -long established route that was thought built for 
the ages, has:been abandoned with the ages, bepause the lay 
of the land hasJchanged. and has brought the'foundations to 
ruin. The.wreckage of. their once glittering .trains now line 
the ravines :by. the, roadbed where they have'plunged through 
the trestles and have Jumped the tracks; And because they 
were accounted giants,.. in their day, histdry,. still numbers 
the names of those illustrious traveiers, .who'have there 
gone down, though.much we pease now to trouble with what 
they did or what they said, and; it .is myth and that 
carry on. "Thus spake the sages;" yet^ thus in the dawn 
they spake, not, once^ but • never, • V :. ’. - . 

Where, the far exploring spirit leads,there-is the 
guide; nevertheOLess,; it is--.not. spirit alone, .that fills the 
ultimate, nor is it the material world, but -both* - Neither 
the obverse- nor the reverse, is. to be ignored, neglected, or 
set aside, -It is' never., .wealth;..that is needed,; nor fame, for 
these are but extras to be added or denied; yet, to all 
flesh, there, is no.: joy in asceticism, in-obscurity, or in 
renunciation,' while nothing is to be gained -■ from poverty 
but want. Take your way, therefore, to the market place, 
the office and the shop, and as you pass by the-city gates, 
note this temple, how it stands existent withput trace of 
beginning, mortified without prospect of endj ahd; these an¬ 
cient building Stonesj how though often and-often rejected, 
though often and- often the cornerstone and the key of the 
arch, from eternity to eternity they are neit^r made nor 
destroyed,,. What need, then, have we to pry unto" the builder 
from the house of sighs, and as for the_ dark;"deBtroyer, who 
is he? Look-hot to. the one, therefore,for‘these stones 
always were; nor heed the other,, for they alwayp.^ ai'e* 

Every! morning .the doors are opened,, the. bells ring 
and the elect corner tramping in. with muddy, .feet, ^ And after 
the vibrations have subsided, the master stands and says to 
them, "F perceive that .■you are .of the, .earth toOj.earthy. Now 
the.n, arise and- shake this earth -from your ;feet, "-.'.Thds they 
do, shining their; FacAs upon the astral .and; the oth^re^al in 
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sublimation until, as they are lost in wonder, they are led 
to believe that there is no shadow cast in all the world 
because ■there.'ia.;npt'hln6'solid or in extension within the 
plane-s bf space, • ' And-again' after a little.'the--bells ring 
and the’elect . o-ome trooping but, now walking'upon -the*-air.i 
They see "neither the stairs ; nor the-doorstep until-they 
fall in full extension upon their faces, when' the cold and 
very solid earth rises and strikes them as hard a smack the 
second time' as the first. Thus is the true existence of the 
third ■dimension revealed to them who have considered but 
one flat of the coin. 

We have not come to destroy the evidence but to 
magnify it, nor are we here by distorting fact to sieve the 
grosser fine. When we remember our past, that it was long 
and lowly, should we feel humble or proud Inasmuch as we 
have come at last to stand upright upon our feet? But when 
man's pride goes into reverse, it is not humility but in¬ 
solence, and of Insolence he gathers shame. Is it not to 
the greater glory, and eternally to the greater glory, of 
whatever highe.r plan or wisdom there may be that we have 
come to walk the earth through sun and shadow, not by mir¬ 
acle but by law? For if omnipotence at a nod sets the suns 
ablaze,- it’is nothing since all the power is there; but if 
the same be brought about step by step .through an ordered 
process and system that may be traced by the finite mind 
and grasped by its limited intelligence, 'there .is the glory 
and there-ls the wonder. It is when we meditate, howe'Vier, 
upon our future that true humility should steal upon.us, 
for that way rise the altitudes and the grandeurs, such as 

we have never known or dreamed. 

• - ■ - ' . . - ' * 

It is not the watcher that conquers, nor is it the 
s? 4 .eeper, but forever they are turn and turn about. Awake, 
then, for a little into the sun; or for a while, if it may 
better please you, lose yourself from view under the slowly 
circling stars. Here, within these bright meadows or within 
these''-shady groves, relax from weariness and pain, so also 
that heaviness and'dare be set aside and pettiness fall 
from your shoulders like a garment that is shed. Into -the 
Infinite spaces, lifting like a clearing fog, uncertainty 
will surely flee from us, and into the endless silence, ou.r 
wordless fear. It may 'be that nothing, more , than this wi.L'l 
claim us, and again it may be that the hounds, tawny and 
silken-eared, surprise us as they come bounding through the 
underbrush to our feet, while afar off, faintly, the hunter 
winds ‘his horhj Tomorrow, refi'eshed and strengthened, we go 
up onto the height or down into the valley. And if never, 
tomorrow, what then? 


L. B. W, 
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GUILl)'MEETINGS " 

The program for the November meeting of the &uild, . 
to be held on Friday evening, November 8, at the usual'time * 
and place, is to be one of old-fashioned flavor,,consisting . 
of the reading of ballads -combined with a song fest by a 
barbershop quartet* ? 

Mr, Matthew Hiller, local poet, who has written a 
goodly number of ballads, will'read some ... of his , latest of 
these. He :Will be remembered, as ha.ving appeared-previously . 
before the GuiD.d in the reading of his. ballads .-wiiich .he-al¬ 
ways Interprets in his .usual inimlta.ble imahnery ;Mr, .Siller 
has three pubilsh3d,.~bopk,& 0 ;f verse: .v:.to hls: cre„dlt,i"a-nd some 
of his work ha.S' appeared ■•in, The ,.We.r.'i.can:,;M(fr6-^ Poetry, 
a Magazine of:..Ve.r.s-,e.,„;-a3fkl .numerous;.'other pibllcaticnsl;.'.. .j 

-The; .Quartet^ oi .the Four. lioarse Men..;-bif ..San iGabri,el 
is to, render the':-song _feat,; This quartet:/'-consisting of Mr. 

S. Mi tchell,' tenor.,:: Mr./, G.i, Smith,, -lead, Mr:. W,_,Ho’w.ard, . bar- ' . - 
itone, and Mr:. Di ■.Weld;, basso, ! iS' one. of a;-natibn^.wide or>- , ■ 
ganization of quant&.ts known as .;The;’Society for .the P.i‘eserr- . 
vation and EncQ.uragem.eht ;of Earh.er.shop •.Q.uarte.t Singing . :in v 
America, This Socle.ty,;. we’are;,told,, now: numbera-over,114,000 
members in 240 chapters, 1 i v ..-f -, 


, ".While; .the. Spciety is strongest- in’the.,MidWe,st and 
the Ep.st,the western-states,. ; espec.ially California-, are 
rapidly taking tnoir p.laces in; the .Barbershop, .:4or,id, ... The. 

Society, now Jia^ ch.apter.s; -int..ernationalxy (mary^dia,' the .armed 
forces), an organiz*t.ion:~and finance., that ar.e-,sounder' than 
most profes,sipna,l;:;; sjOGietiftSv an- excellent magazine- tor mem¬ 
bers and a S.ong-jA,rrangeK.ents Committee that- rep.rcduc:e&. the 
original harmonifp, ;ssung by^Society quartocn, -: ..it; has been 
written ;Up in -. -.Th§r Saturday., .Evenlng.'r.ost, its; quart.ets ,haye 
sung innumerably tipieq ; over'the-radio, ^ and, i-t;. iS:, ,rin,-.clo,ee 
harmony-wi-bh The, Agieripan- Sopiety of'Authors and Cpm.ppsersjii 
It has,.won the ’ryqpeet- and affection oiV o.,tlier:.o.rgariiz.atip.jis 
everywhere ; by ■rlta -.mu.sioai..contributions,:to - many . worthwhile 


causes 


• • #1 




The week of November 3 to 9 is National Art Week, 
For the occasion, a nev exhlDition of the printings of our 
local artists v.ill be xHUig in City hall. 
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horace - . the ^uild mouse 

horace what hev U dun 2 this plaise. sed rachel as 
she kum in with the kids frum tharo sumor in2 the kuntrie - 
Bee4 i Went away in2 tx;e kuntrie i' kleaned the hoxe. joyx’t, " 
kontinered rashel end it ,wuz prit'tie and s.w. 3 ,et, a.o j. it 
for my sojcrn, i even went out orev Z rcyal hut rates 
dfruj rto3r and pdohed up sum rise smelijn cent 2 gi/e olfen 
the ai orna uv a f rer'sh shellciy, . ulie ierikatr pe.i‘furae of a 
debycutanties bccd.va'-.', she set the oxctick aLniusfere inhaled 
by uhe prins as he entirs the prj.nseoscs inner sanktum it 
wuz my midsumer nites drcem while i vvuz bathing in the sun 
lite that trdkled throu the paJamento ti-ees and hast thare 
long pux'“pil shades akrost th.e po'‘iOo mi thots wer vh.th U 
hOi’ace she set as b wer sioting in ’jae faverit chair with 
the sirioah frum Ure koo pipe karor-sing iny. kob web above my 
chaste Icwnge -- 000 she sk^'^eeriied ] coking up 2 the soalxng 
-- v.hax^e is rii;y'‘da>"lj.ng kebweb? 

why i set I just - i no what IT did sez rachel as U 
nocked'it do..n sde sez, probatlee U.wuz ouix with sum uv the 
rats around hoar and (j\;m in hiex’ than a kxte and thx'ew Ure 
pipe at it she sez or maybe U brot sum franch 0 no U ):ud 
int dew that 2 me while I wuz avxay out ln2 the kuntrie alon 
for my hay fefer ehe sez suffering and taking kare of Ure 
oft springs 2 boot, 

now Now rachel darling i sez iffen U 'will permit- 
mxe 2 git a word in between gasps kalm Ure self downd.hekun 
trie air has no dcut reeched the sabchurashun point in Ure 
blud streem as thats vxhat hapins my deer rachel the kleer 
kuntrie air peneti'ates Ure lunge is karriod by the arteries 
2 the ultiraote rokcuraes of Ure person then distributid two 
„the vaynes piked up by the kataplllers witch in tern absorp 
the sunshine wnat flows bak thx-ough the obanels ' 2 agin am 
beDlish the slstim. with the invigeratin .kou.ntrie aiiu 

wel sez rachel now that U nlenshun it it kud bee 
but it alnt., but let me tell U sum thing by the looks of 
things hear U hav not liftid Ure litel 'cow 4 2 kleen this 
hoar plaise or Lv.cksd in the nest sinse l left she sez. 

Know my deer I sez (athinking 2 myself,on2 what a 
fond hoamk’oialng this wu.d tern out 2 B) (alowed) I have just 
■relaxed while U wer away sucking in the kountrie air and i 
sracaked my kob pipe looked out through a v;hole in the uyen 
ana tiiot uv U and ewer litel brud,..,. 0 yeah she sez^ out 
wharo thares a 'vvay thai'S love, Kum and sit do'Wn hear byside 
mo on2 the chasoc lownge and tell me moar she sed, about my 
blud streem. 
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SUNDiiY IN THE HILLS 


Robert H. McCullagh 


During most of the year Sunday with us in the 
Hills was a day of quiet rest or the day we visited with 
our neighbors. In the summer-time, however, we looked for¬ 
ward to the services we held at the head of Squaw Greek> on 
the flat we called the Hand. We were too far from town to 
attend church there. Our population was so small and scat¬ 
tered we could not afford a minister, so we made the best 
of what we had. 

Our preacher was 'Old Timer,' a rancher like our¬ 
selves, Many years oefore he had worn the’ cloth. But long 
ago he had abandoned the pulpit for the more exciting life 
of the West, Time had brought to him the realization of 
what he had missed in forsaking his calling and he had come 
to regard his neighbors as his flock. 

Our Sundays were a queer mixture of .divine worship 
with quiet meditation or with talking with ouJr friends and 
neighbors. -Sport-S' for the young, - splendid .angling for^ brook 
trout by the Waltonltes, flov<er picking and the ma.king oi 
mud pies by the children. And, I must’confess, horse-trad¬ 
ing and other, worldly pursuits not entirely in keeping wit 
the day, by the elders. 


Our church was one of the oldest on the continent* 
An outdoor church, ih its grandeur it exceeded that of the 
Church of St, John the Divine, though showing no hanaiwork 

of man. 

As you turned away from our pulpit and looked down 
the canyon ycu saw the rushing mountain stream as it wound 
about the floor of the valley, first on one side and then, 
without apparent reason, darting across to hug the 
the other. Now flovdng sedately a^ong, as any we^l-mai.ne^ 
stream should do, it would suddsnly fling ^tse n * 
down a long riffle, trying its best to push ^the ^ook.^o^ 
of the way7 all the time chuckling and muttering as thou^ 
talking to the trout that lay Just below the 
waiting for the food their Impetuous friend would surely 

bring them. 

The canyon or valley was lined on both sides 
ly its entire length by walls of white limestone. The w^l 
as they rose stilting back from the canyon, ^s if to ato 
more sun, continued almost without e%h 

smaller canyon or draw led off to the ri^t or 
bringing its tiny murmuring trickle as a g.^ft to the 

draw. 
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In the brilliant sunshine of our high altitude the 
glare of the limestone walls would have been blinding, had 
they' nO't been curtained with evergreens, Starti,^ from the 
edge of the slender meadows on each side of the creek, the 
mass of pines and spruce, dotted here and there with small 
clumps of aspen and,birch, rose almost to the height of the 
walls, leaving-only the turreted'tops of gleamihg^rock, ris¬ 
ing aboye, looking- for all the world like the ruins of bid 
pastiest* 

The platform upon which our pulpit sat was a rook 
which in bygone -ages had rolled down from its place in the 
canyon wall-,' So large was the rock that an e.ntire ' surplioed 
choir .could, have stood ■ behind the speaker wlthbut. cTOwding 
a,r}d;.from its height, one could see for mileS down^'Ihe;'valley 
meadows, * • ''' 


. .■;:’'Qur Sunday started' -as a day of- heoheatlpn and of 

spor:t„. for thoi adolsecent youth. As early ■‘■as pbS'Siblb young 
.rl.der 3 would appear on the banks of the stream','- Ea-eh-'one, 
after hobbling his horse, would start fishing- sb as to con¬ 
tribute, his . share of. the noon meal. From* their well-filled 
ba 3 ketS'''you;'would have thought that each one had determined 
there.would be no repetition of the old,- old-story of the 
loaves and fishes, , Z. , 

j :/-.- About, mid-morning the families would-begin Uo- ar¬ 

rive, the men^ on horseback and the women driving the teams 
hitched tO'^our-mountain buggies. Each buggy would- be loaded 
with children.. Packed'under the seats would'be the'baskets 
of .-food,uQah 3 .: of milk,' frying pans and the 

of-itinicupS vUnd’plates. As e-'ach family Unloaded its -buggy 
aiid then unhitched the horses, which were- turned out-■ to 
gra.z.e, xthe Hand-- assumed the appearance ■ of-a stopping piace 

of a party of,-home-seekers taking a midday-res t,- ■ 

•. ' . An hour before''’hoo'h'the'tarpaulin;,'Wagoh" cpyers., all 

were dragged‘out' arid'^spread ^bh the flb'Wer^spptted.^'grass in 
frbnt 'bf the pulpit.The'small anc'ieh't c^ii3-^3' crgan was 
carried-over ’ from the old log schoolhouSb. 'f nearby arid' was 
hOiisted.up on the rock platform. The sjmple dec-orations of 
the platform of our church were in keeping; '-soft tanned 
deer 'and bow hides ' covered the floor of the rock and hung 
down-in front'’The ' pulpit we Had bui].t of rocks and for-'a 
flat top.' we had uS’ed a large semi-aquape' stone, ‘'J.n the 
cr'evioes-of-the pulpit rocks'- -the-’ young 'gli■'l^s:■ had y- trans¬ 
planted wild flowers whlGh' grew in'such profusion in our 


hills. 


\\c- 

' * 


< t 




' 'Our- 'vall^ey-s"were carpeted' - with-■.veil'd ’fiowors. 


-The' 
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sturdy sunflower and> in oont^ast, the; dainty harebell; the 
crowfoot lily and the brl^t blue daisy; the violet* the 
larkspur* ropes and pinks;- bellflowers and calliopsis and 
other varieties bloomed as'the season advanced;^ 

When the time came for church services,' Old Timer 
would mount his horse and ridb-€o the edge of t'he platform* 
Standing on his saddle he would draw himself up" and take 
the pulpit. The little schooiteacher, now our organist, 
would follow him. 

’Rock of Ages* was always our opening hymn and I 
can still hear the slender reedy voices of-the children, 
the middle tones of the Women and underneath the* deep-toned 
basses of the men as the music floated down the canyon; 
softly dying away, the faint echoes were plainly heard as 
each face of the rim-rocks cau^t the sound and tossed it 
alternately from side wall to side wall. 

Our dogs whining softly, the horses with up-flung 
heads and the grazing white-faced cattle starting to drift 
toward us, as they -always did, all seemed to be taking some 
part in our service. Picket-pin gophers and woodchucks sit¬ 
ting motionless and ‘even the chipmunks on the rocks appar¬ 
ently sensed the- mood of the hour, while high overhead, the 
only spot in the lazy blue sky, an eagle*soared, circling 
about as though from it,s station a mile,above us he was 
waiting to relay our supplications to the One we all hoped 
would receive them. 

Old Timer, his white stetson tossed on the rocky 
floor, his whiter hair and beard stirring in the faint wind 
that drifted down the canyon., nudging-and nodding the wild 
flowers"as it passed, would read his text and then in words 
of almost one syllable talk to us - not preach, just talk. 
How clear and simple he made the great truths seem. Long 
since gone to another range where, no doubt, he spends his 
time 'iooking- after.,bhe mavericks and the strays, I know the 
lessons he taught and the comforts he brought us must have 
been a powerful plea in his favor as he. sought entrance to 
the place far beyond where the eagle rode, 

3 

Then would follow a solo by our only Welshman, and 
what a wonderful voice the man hadi A powerful baritone, he 
sang without an accompaniment, getting his pitch, from a 
.small tuning fork he had cajrried with him all the years 
since he had left the mines in the old country. Not a word 
could he read, but a sheet of music was as plain to him as 
the trail that led to his bachelor home. 
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A few more hymns and then Old Timer would give the 
benediction and include in it the. asking of a blessing on 
the meal that was to follow, a meal composed almost entire¬ 
ly of the products of our own efforts. 

What a scene the getting- of the dinner was,' The 
boys dragged..in an old pitch log by means of a lariat rope 
and a pony. Two or three attacked it with axes to reduce it 
to fuel. The Immense coffeepot hung on a green limb held up 
at each end by a forked stick. Flat rocks were piled up to 
form several stoves. There was water fresh from a bubbling 
spring. Soon the frying pans would be sizzling from the 
frying of bacon and literally scores upon scores of trout. 
Of homemade Jams and jellies, made from the wlld^^f^^ » 
there seemed no end. Carrot pies masqueraded under .t e nam 
of pumpkin, and tasted oven better. Long cakes, ^sqd^r.e .and 
round ones, were plentiful and to spare, Then,^ - . . w 

light of the ■c.hlldren, Ice-qream for dessert. 

Our way of making ice-cream was extremely primi¬ 
tive - we froze it in the snow in the. middle of summer. 
Quite a large cavern in the limestone wall, bordering the 
creek, was our cold storage plant. From it we obtained our 
snow. The opening of the cavern faced the northeast and 
during the winter the snow would be blown in through 
opening-and in some years would be packed four or five ee 
deep. It would be a rare and an exceedingly, hot summer in 
our altitude that would cause the snow to melt entirely, 
was not unusual'.; for a remnant of the snow to,, stay througn 
the summer- and form the foundation of a new supply,that an 
obliging,plizzard would Invariably bring- in due .peasqn. 

Our ice-cream was no ,,synthetic mixture,... No thing 
but real .cream,' so thick it could not* be poured,; .and then 
dozens of fresh eggs with the necessary sugar. Someone al¬ 
ways brought a TDlg wash tub for the purpose. This would be 
filled with snow and carried to the open, and the ice-cream 
mixture wotild be placed in shining ten-pound lard pails. 
Holding each pail by the bail, we would twirl it back and 
forth in the snow with a small amount of stock salt sprlnx- 
led about the pail as it moved. The tub, surrounded by four 
or five men, each twirling a pail Of cream, was usual^-y e 
center of a ring of children, to whom the dessert was tne 
best pai:t of the meal and who anxiously hoped there would 
be enough for two helpings for everyone. 


Many were the sighs that were heard 
the sighs denoted more than a 
be ones of regret that 


ended. Sometimes 
and again they might 
is so limited. 


as the meal 
sufficiency, 
human capacity 
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^^The’qlearlrig up of .the remains t 'pf'tKe^dlijner and 
• -the^ washing of ''the ;;'dl she s was 'adc ompahi e'd . By/ td^' usual com- 
■pllments "ori'-^ the excellence of •souapdrio' a "; 'j_am ‘,br Jelly or 
what not, while the nren,‘ squatting oh their laeels, talked 
hoof jOr of the. old days when ..the Hand had .been the scene of 
many, at.ten^ts'.-at cattle rdstling, and bf .'i-hq' ddy^ when cer¬ 
tain orie^ on our range were rather car;ei,ese about the^ own- 
ershid of.'horses ‘and Cattle and how they,'.,dad’ bTeen made ,to 
see the error df'„thel*r ways, 'One.' Judged'fhbnil’what was said, 
that' more thad ■ one man had .viewed 'thedyalley ■f rom'even a 
greater hel^,t'/thau our platform, and* with,,no thing . u'hder 
his •feet, d'-" c. ^ 

’■ ' "iAs" the; sun set. Old Time.r- would again' ' take the 

puiplt‘‘and, wltd'a words ‘ to help uS, thrdu^ ihe coming 
week,' woui-d’close the day \ hy startipg us ondwhat seemed to 
US' the only hymn we; sbould sing at" that. timp»;/'DUy Is Dying 
in the West, ' Then the hitching and' saddling up, packln‘g in 
the equipment and lastly the.tired little, ones, who fell 
asleep 'amid'the bD.'ankets as' the wheels Chuckled a cradle 
song on the way- home, -' ;■ ■ '.'.I.'.', .I;.. 

" ' The'last' man to leave would "be the-'Welshman., As _we 
left the Hand, each family taking the' draw-.thaij B’.ed away to 
I'ts home,-'he-'Would mdunt the rookand, long after we were 
out of sight, 'we could hear him sing. Sometimes ori^ a lonely 
thail I 'think I ■ can-he&r him yet, as the' twilight descends, 
and'With his Voice■the'sleepy murmUr of the childrenj their 
tiny hands still filled with wilted'wild flowers, droning a 
soft aocdrapaniment to ;his song, ’Abide 'With Me,' ^ I". ' 


' ■ j. J 
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AFTERNOON SONG.; 


John Russell, 'McCarthy 

■ I ‘ . ;■ .' X , 


/ 


The flaming ^flowers' are noisy now.'with-'bees ;■* 

They gave of(beautyj took what beaUty brought; 

Arid beauty is their;.tlriy ,life forever - r. ,n.. •. /:- 

' Their purpose somewhere underneath a..thought,’ 
And underneath vS song...0-poet, poet;, ^ 

Sing surer than the-song ithe flower makes,' ; ■ 

Sing greener than green leaves, redder than roses. 

Be-April over-the Earth when April breaks, .. 

.u’ .I.;-,if viuj; <■ I .>+, 1 ''Washingtori-Post 
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